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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 

— R.G.A., in A Yearbook of 
Stanford Writings 193 1 
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TO ROBERT TOWNLEY PARKER, Esq., 



GOILD MATOB OF FBESTON, 



XIT 1862, 



THE FOLLOWING PAGES ABE BESPECTFULLT DEDICATED. 



In venturing thus to dedicate them, the writer, a 
Prestonian, cannot resist the opportunity to express the 
grateful sense, which, in common with all classes of his towns* 
men, he entertains of the invaluable services rendered by 
Mr. Parker, as chief magistrate of the town, during the 
municipal year which is about to dose. A neighbouring 
hereditary landowner, twice elected a parliamentary repre- 
sentative of the borough, and winning in that capacity the 
respect of its large community of every grade, (political 
dififerences notwithstanding), he gracefully accepted the 
onerous office of Guild Mayor, \m»sQitQLO\u^ ^"SsskA. *«> 



him, ncrifidng the rqKMe of ptiyate fife, to which 
advanced yean and prevlouB servioeB entitled him, from an 
evident denie to testify his disinterested regard for, and to 
benefit, the town. Assidiioiisly fulfilfing the ordinaiy 
duties of the mayoralty, he has also been the great means 
of giving, at a most mipropitioas period, miwonted eoUU 
to the Guild, which, under his active influence, has affivded 
tiie gratifying spectacle of most distinguished members of 
the state and aristocracy, of our neighbouring gentiy, our 
merchants, tradesmen, and operatives, united, in mutual 
respect and enjoyment, in the celebration of our andent and 
rarely recuRing local festival. Memorable as will be the year 
1862 for unexampled trials and privations in Lancashire, 
espedaUy alfiwting the large portion of the population 
immediately connected with cotton manufactures, and for 
the noUe conduct of the people under Uus terrible adversity, 
(God grant that its termination may quickly arrive !) the 
inhabitants of Preston will not forget the generous services 
of their Guild Mayor during the time ; nor need he be 
told that he has their universal aspirations for his happiness. 
The writer would be pained to be justly thought impertinent 
or intrusively presumptuous, but he feels assured that he 
has expressed, though imperfectly indeed, the one sentiment 
of his native place towards its Guild Mayor of 1862. 

E. W. 

2l8t October, 1862. 



PREFACE. 



Only the pressure of drcumstances could have induced 

the publication of the following pages, the miscellaneous 

contents of which bear internal evidence of having been 

written on various occasions, at mdely extended intervals, 

and principally for private gratification. The writer has 

candidly stated the cause of publication, but, at the same 

time, he may be allowed to express a hope that his casual 

lucubrations, however humble, may be found of sufficient 

interest to prevent any purchaser regretting the price. 

This hope has sustained him in his undertaking. His 

cordial acknowledgments are due for the encouragement 

already given him, and, especially for the mannner in which 

in many instances such encouragement has been afforded. 

The present orders for his little book prevent any probability 

of pecuniary loss, and afford a reasonable promise of an 

increase in the number of subscribers, and consequently of 

actual profit. 

E. W. 
21st October, 1862. 



OCCASIONAL VERSES, &c, 



A BAMBLB TO RED SCAR. 

These lines originated in a ramble of a yonihAil party to Bed 
Scar so long ago as 1837. Prestonians need not be told that Bed 
Scar is the name of a picturesque mansion and grounds, beautifolly 
situated on the north bank of the Bibble, about three miles E.N.E. 
of Preston, nor that on Bibbleton Moor, (which lies on the way there 
and is now being enclosed), and in its yicinity a sanguinary engage- 
ment occurred, towards evening on the 17th August, 1648, between 
a royalist force, under the Duke of Hamilton and General Langdale, 
and a parliamentary force, undor a no less celebrated commander 
than Oliver Cromwell, when the royalists, after four hours' fighting, 
gave way, and were immediately pursued beyond Walton Bridge and 
to the river Darwen, 

** And Darwen's stream with blood of Scots embraod,**--MiUon. 

A despatch of Cromwell's to parliament states that» on this occasion, 
the royal army lost about one thousand men slain, and four thousand 
taken prisoners. The main body of the royalists retreated, during 
the night, towards Wigan, and were hotly pursued, and in the final 
result utterly overthrown. The preceding will serve to explain, 
where necessary, some allusions in the following lines; and it may 
be well to add that our pleasure party obtained the permission of 
the owner of Bed Scar to go over the delij^tfal private grounds 
attached to the house. 



Tis sweet, in cheerM mood and light, 
When leisure lures and season bright, 
To quit town, toil, and anxious thought, 
For scenes with rural beauty fwRXJ^o^ % 
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And donbly sweet, in hrunoiir gay, 
Not lonely, but with Mends to stray ; 
Yet sweeter still the fairest scene. 
If, 'midst such Mends, the happy sheen 
Of woman's graceful presence throw 
Around its pure enchantrng glow ; 
Where is the man so dull and sour 
Would brighten not beneath such power P 

'Twafl lately, by appointment meeting, 

With hopeM smiles and cordial greeting, 

A group of Mends, young men and maids, 

Sought fair Bed Scar's delightful shades ; 

Our stroll, as fraught with pure delight 

As e'er was dance or festive night. 

Those maids, their wish than law more strongs 

Entreat me to record in song. 

But small my skill and scant my time, 

All I can offer — ^idle rhyme. 

The sun from noontide height looked down^ 
What time we sauntered from the town, 
Mild western breezes gently playing, 
And fleecy clouds the heat allaying ; 
We passed the prison's dreary pile, 
Its inmates pitying the while. 
Denied alike at wiU to roam. 
Or to enjoy the bliss of home : 
The sunbeams sadly seemed to fall 
Upon each high and gloomy wall ; 
More sad their fall, 'midst shame and sin, 
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On many a captive wretcli within : * 
Alas ! metHonght, how many a canse 
May lead to crime and broken laws ! 
How oft neglect and ignorance plead 
For hapless prisoner's reckless deed ! 
Had early kindness, culture, care, 
The blessing been of each one there. 
There are who, now in durance placed, 
The world by virtuous life had graced, 
And still the spark of goodness dwells 
In hearts within the prison's cells ; 
be it fanned with earnest skill ! 

To punish not the primal aim, 
But, nobler far, to wean from ill. 

And thrill the soul with generous flame ; 
Kindness, with firmness blent, may gain, 
Where harshness would be worse than vain ; 
Is there so sunk who may not rise ? 
To Magdalen turn despairing eyes, 
To contrite thief in Paradise ! 

But truce awhile to thoughts like these ; 
We rambled freely as the breeze, 
Chatting at wiU in serious sort. 
Or oftener in light-hearted sport. 
Till soon the town confined was past, 
And far and wide our.gaze was cast. 
Now glancing upon slopes and plain. 
On trees, green fields, and waving grain ; 
Now turning to each distant height. 
Beneath the changing shade and lights 
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From Bivington to Longridge Fells, 
And where the range of Bleasdale swells ; 
Thongh every ridge attention claimed^ 
A few alone may here be named : 
Denham and Whittle — ^many a time, 
A boy — I loved their sides to climb, 
Or in the lanes below to stroll ; 
There I remember well a knoll 
On which, in summer sunset's rays, 
The foxglove's flower first met my gaze, 
And how I bent above the treasure, 
Nor knew I drank a life-long pleasure ! 
Forgive my wandering ! — Hoghton Tower 
See next — seat once of wealth and power ; 
Its tree-clad steeps in rich array. 
It's lordly halls in lone decay ! 
And yonder Billinge, looking down 
On Blackbum*s vale and busy town-; 
StiU farther Mellor's pleasant hill, 
It's tower and spire and ruined mill ; 
A-head huge Pendle's mass upreared, 
Haunt, whilom, of old women- weird ; 
(If witches old play pranks no more, 
As lawyers deemed they did of yore. 
Proud Lancashire's fair witches charm. 
By nature's might, for good and harm ; 
Ah ! wisely may they wield their might, 
And loyal be enthralled wight !) 
Each untold hill, or east or north. 
Let silent memory call forth : 
Oft turned we, from the landscape wide, 
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To floral gems on hedge-bank side ; 

Or marked the sunlit insects ronnd. 

Noiseless, or making happy sonnd ; 

While some enthusiast — ^was it I ? 

Must needs vaunt of his property 

In all that formed the prospect £siir, 

In beauty smiling everywhere, 

In cot, and townsman's trim retreat, 

In lord's, or squire's, or merchant's seat ; 

In the uncounted riches spread 

Where'er 'midst nature's scenes we tread. 

From clouds and sky to grass and flower, 

(0 only God could give their dower !) 

To see and hear, and muse, can bless, 

An humble heart with happiness ! 

A parchment claim to house and &rms. 

Perchance, were fraught with added charms. 

And now we left the public road. 
And o'er the springy moorland trode. 
Nor happier friends e'er roamed together 
Among the blooming purple heather ; 
Around was peace, no mark of day 
Of awful battle's dire array. 
When Boundhead fierce and Cavalier, 
Fought hours of ftmous conflict near ; 
The same loved land's brave sons opposed, — 
What fearfiil foemen ! slaughtering closed ; 
A thousand hearts their life blood shed, 
Bereaved thousands mourned the dead ; 
Stem Cromwell conquered and purwaad. 
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" And Darwen's stream with blood embrued :" 
Never again may Britain know 
Of civil war, the fearM woe ; — 
Hnty hall, and palace, dark with doom 
That envied oft untimely tomb ! 

The moor crossed o'er, before ns lay, 

A grass-grown and sequestered way. 

Which gaQy traversed, — ^like a dream. 

At once hills, valleys, woods, and stream 

We saw ; and, whilst none silence broke, 

Bright faces eloquently spoke ; 

But, vanished soon that mute surprise. 

Did heart-bom exclamations rise ; 

I grateful felt how sweet to gaze, 

And hear each maiden's glowing praise ! 

Erelong, required to act as guide, 
'Twas mine to lead the van with pride : 
O'er winding grove-clad steep we strayed. 
And near it's centre long we stayed, 
Whence Babble we beheld below. 
Whose waters, lingering as they flow, 
A circling course enamour'd trace 
Around the hanging-wood's green base. 
Or lave the bank's slant shelving bed 
Where rises bare a " scaur" of red ; 
In deep indentnre on aiey gUde, 
And, as the woods their junction hide. 
The spell-bound stranger almost deems 
He sees two twin-born sister streams ; 



13 



Between them pastures rich, and mead, 
Where kine and sheep unstinted feed, 
With, here and there, a patch or two 
Of goodly com, of ripening hue ; 
A fairy valley ! and so still 
We scarcely heard a waiflbler's triU. 
Mayhap, we said, at evening's faU, 
Shall sound the herdboy's simple call. 
The lowing of the lagging herd. 
The note of ruddy breasted bird, 
Or, down the tranquil river float. 
With plashing oar, a fisher's boat. 
Or homebound labourer's lusty song 
Be blithely carolled, clear and strong ; 
While youth and maid unheeding rove, 
Enwrapt in tale of mutual love ! 

My pen hath little skill to sketch 

The scenes which in the distance stretch. 

The upland braes which far extend, 

While o'er them varied beauties blend, — 

Kine-sprinkled fields, rich grain, and trees. 

Cot, farm, and church, the gazer sees ; 

High eminences, eager sought, 

From devious points by glimpses caught ; 

Delightful scenes, which 'tis in vain 

To try to paint in hasty strara. 

Dear Ribble ! True poetic gleam 

Has haUowed less attractive theme ; 

Thy course may boast of many a spot 

Would tax the graphic pow er oi ^co\^^ 
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Fit liaunts were these for studious sage, 
Or thonghtfdl feebleness or age ; 
To soothe the careworn bosom meet, 
Or yield to penitence retreat ; 
How oft in ftiture joy or pain. 
May memory tarn, to them again !" 
And I e2[pressed my trust to wend, 
In solitude or with a Mend, 
Thither — ^as I had done of old, 
Enjoying rights worth wealth untold ; 
Remembrance of our jaunt to day 
Spreading around an added sway ; 
Yea, hope suggested time might come. 
All should again to Ked Scar roam. 

B«luctant was our parting view, 
As o'er the " scaur" we said adieu ; 
There first we saw, there looked our last. 
Thence down a sylvan brow we passed, 
Across a doubtM field-path faint. 
Close by a farm-stead lone and quaint ; 
And when we reached the welcome ferry, 
Didn't we exult o'er pic-nic merry ? 
The which despatched, the stream along 
We rowed, upraising glee and song. 
Till, warned by the declining day. 
Slow on the bank we bent our way, 
And, ere we left its margin green. 
Hurrah ! a coach was waiting seen. 
Which quickly — ^but why more rehearse ? 
Too lengthy grown my trw-wofe -^et^a % 
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You must forgive, who bade me write, 
My pictures rude, and couplets trite. 

Fair ladies ! At your high behest, 

I Ve strung these lines, though poor, my best ; 

Now frowning business claims my quill, 

A bothering deed — a lawyer's bill ; 

LaboriouB LkB muBt gS fresh le^.- 

Who earns not, tastes not truly, pleasure ; 

I end my long drawn, errant strain, 

And only add that — ^I remain. 

With rhymes unlikely more to trouble you, 

Yours most devotedly E. W. 



17 
TO THE SNOWDEOP, 

(Seen near a tree on ike verge of a wood within which putc/ies 

qf snow were visible.) 

Sequestered Snowdrop ! Near the leafless tree, 
An humble Mend true in adversity ; 
Unscared by storms and wintry solitude, 
Cheering with beauty and with hope the wood ; 
Or lowly emblem, in thy wild recess, 
Of ancient prophet in the wilderness ; 
Thy lovely presence 'midst dark scenes and drear, 
With promise fraught and gleams of glory near. 

Methought thy bending chalices to cull, 
But feel they are too meekly beautifrd ; 
Blooming alone, 'midst Winter's lingering snows. 
With charm unknown to Summer's opening rose, 
They visions bright of coming pleasures bring. 
And cherish' d youthful memories round them cling ; 
Nor would I snap a petal from its stalk, 
May soothe, perchance, some other rambler's walk. 

Pale gleam of dawn, amidst departing gloom. 
First of the flowers awaking from the tomb ! 
not more dear, to one from foreign strand, 
The earliest glimpses of his native land, 
Not dearer token from an absent love. 
Scarce to the Ark the olive-bearing dove, 
Than thou to me, of Spring a presage given, 
As saint on earth is living pledge of Heaven ! 
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TO THE SNOWDROP. 

Thanks to the hmnan heart l^ which we live, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears ; 

To me the meanebt flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

—Wordiworth, 



I bend o'er thee, pale, drooping flower, 
And in my heart revives an hour 

When, yet a child, 
I watched my father, now no more, 
Bring, fipom a leafless grove, a store 

Of snowdrops wild. 

Onr humble home they qnickly graced 
Within a vase of water placed, 

With gentle care ; 
I saw with kindling heart and eye. 
And but with life, if then, can die 

The vision fair. 

Soon did the wondrous little buds. 
Closed when collected from the woods. 

Themselves xmfold. 
Until, within their cups, were seen 
White blent with streaks of fairy green, 

And seeds of gold. 

Only a gleam of Paradise, 
Had been more fair than to my eyes 
The boon thus given, 
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Within me waking gushing springs 
Of love for Nature's beauteous things, 
The work of Heaven ! 

In after years, when I have pined 
In sickness, to my bed confined, 

A wandering thought 
Hath called before my mental sight 
Those flowers, as in my boyhood bright. 

With rapture fi»ught. 

When shrinking from the cares of life, 
A-weary of its selfish strife, 

I lonely muse. 
Their happy memory can calm 
My troubled spirit, and the balm 

Of peace inftise. 

As, speU-bound, here I lingering gaze. 
It is not beauty only sways 

My heart's full tide ; 
Again the child's fair vision gleams, 
AgfliTi my sire's lov'd figure seems 

Close by my side. 

A pensive, hallowed joy I feel. 
Whilst breathing now a fond appeal 

To God— for thee 
My father ! Thus, in future days, 
May my dear children thoughtful gaze, 

And pray for me ! 
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LTNTES 

Suggested hy a walk down Fishergate, m March, 1835. 

When these lines orighiated, the aspect of the lower portion of 
Fishergate was very different to what it is now. Below the late Bfr. 
Winstanlej's mansion (jnst beyond Charles-street), the sonth of tiie 
highroad was unobstructed by buildings, excepting a group of three, 
or, perhaps, four houses about midway of the brow, and a single 
picturesque residence on what is now called East Cliff. Of course, 
Stanley-place, Walton's Parade, West Cliff, and the houses extending 
to and running along the bottom of Fishergate had no existence, nor 
was there any line of railway to the Marsh. Their site consisted of 
fields and gardens forming a foreground to varied uplands, and on 
the east to hills in the distance. From Stanley-terrace, wherever 
the eye was turned, the prospect was particularly soft and beautiful. 
I cannot but try to recal, for a momnnt, Tulketh Hall on its pleasant 
eminence, the lawn sloping from the house to "the Marsh" (the 
latter then an extensive pasture) and fine old trees fianking the 
house and lawn ; while curving westward were seen the Bibble and 
its lovely northern bank, with one or two villas towards the Chain ; 
on the opposite side of the river looking south and west lay field, 
and bank and wood, mansion, and rural church, liltogether forming 
a panorama dear to many an old Prestonian, as well from inherent 
beauty as firom early associations, and justifying the praises of a poet 
who published anonymously some mellifluous lines, quoted in 
Whittle's History of Preston, a verse of which I extract: 

" No river flows renowned in song, 

More worthy of the strain. 
Than Bibble as it flows along, 

From Preston to the Chain ; 
For grove and stream and valley meet. 

And blend so sweetly there. 
That, £eu: as I have roamed, my feet 

Ne'er trod a scene so te&x** 

The formation of roads, and the erection of foundries, factories, 
warehouses, and suburban rebidences, have wrought strange changes, 
and, I need not add, changes are still progressing. Indeed, almost 
every feature of the old landscape may, not improbably, have 
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disappeared in anotiier twenl^ years, as will then have vanished 
from earih almost every person who remembers the state of things 
to which my reminisoenoes ret&r. 
1862. 



I love to mark each early sign of spring 
From the first length'ning of the short-lived day ; 

Thrilling delight long looked for snowdrops bring, 
And wake the heart's involuntary lay ; 

Who loves not larks' or thrushes' reborn notes ? 
' First venturous wild flower in some sheltered nook ? 

Such sounds and sights yield joy and cheerfiil thoughts, 
Old memories renew and bid hope onward look. 

Midst boisterous March, upon a mom of calm 

And sunny beauty, soothing is the treat 
Of rambling forth, the playful breezes balm. 

With careless step down Fishergate's dear street ; 
The crocus there and primrose deck the beds 

Of little gardens, trimmed with tasteful care. 
And polyanthus or loved daisy spreads 

Its bosom to the transient southern air. 

Toylike these gardens, yet the passer by 

Oft gathers thence a pure and cherished pleasure ; 
And wide-stretched varied scenery meets the eye, 

Delight of townsfolk in their hours of leisure : 
Pleasant the common objects of the road. 

The homebound milk cart rattling down the brow, 
The swain, with hay or straw in high-piled load, 

Now pausing by his horse, slow upwaidT£^<5r^xck%Tiss^ 
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Near Stanley Terrace oft I've idly stood, 

Viewing the scene from Preston to the Chains 
Church, mansion, cot, green slope, and field and wood, 

And winding stream, the spell-bound gaze detain ; 
To-day 'twas beauteous in the glittering sheen, 

Though yet the landscape is embrown'd and drear ; 
Around my native town no rural scene. 

However lovely, is to me more dear. 

Sweet thence to Penwortham to stroll along, 

And watch the hardy labourer at his toil, 
To hear his whistle or rough hearty song. 

Blent with the warbling of the birds the while ; 
To stand by Kibble's broad and placid stream, 

Late, dark, and swollen, now a mirror true, 
Whose waveless surface doth in sunlight gleam, 

Where banks and clouds and sky themselves 
inverted view. 

With glowing heart to muse upon the power 

Which bids the trees put forth their myriad buds ; 
0, 1 could roam untired the swift-winged hour. 

When vernal promise gladdens fields and woods ! 
Could saunter on in thoughtful quietness. 

While heaven and earth Almighty love reveal ; 
Vain were all words the worship to express. 

Which, gracious God, in speechless prayer I feel ! 
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MAY. 

'Tis May ! 'tis May ! The sun, the air, 

Yon soft sky, cloudlet pied, 
Earth's flowers and verdure, fi^sh and fair 

As happy youthful bride, 
The orchard bloom, in opening glow. 

The lambs and colt at play. 
The stream and shadowy world below 

Proclaim 'tis May 'tis May ! 

The butterfly in silence floats. 

Bees hum, the cuckoo calls ; 
Each warbling bird, with love -bom notes, 

His brooding mate enthralls ; 
And ha^rk to many a merry voice. 

More dear then warbler's lay : 
Unfolding human hearts rejoice 

With mirth befitting May ! 
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Becovermg sickness, weak and worn, 

Exulting looks around. 
Health on the fragrant zephyrs borne, 

And bliss in every sound ; 
Old Age, too, comes, with slow-paced feet, 

Thin locks of reverend gray. 
And blended smiles and tears, to greet 

Once more thy presence, May ! 

'Tis May ! 'tis May ! Uplift the song 

Ye laughing youths and maids. 
Who o'er the field paths stroll along. 

And in the green wood shades. 
Though Maypole rise aloft no more, 

Bnwreathed with garlands gay, 
A joyful welcome, as of yore. 

Doth Nature give to May ! 

'Tis May ! 'tis May ! Would aU might be 

This one day free from toil. 
The " factory hands" at liberty. 

No wages lost the while ! 
But rich and poor, a dream how bright. 

In mingled hoHday, 
With loving hearts and pure delight. 

Together greeting May ! 

[Lines on reading the above in May, 1862.) 

'Tis sad to read this bygone strain — 
The prayer for toil o'erwrought. 
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While now for nature's needs, in vain, 

By thousands toil, is sought ! 
The glories of the earth and sky 

How eloquently say, 
" man ! with active sympathy. 

Help want, uncheered by May !" 

" One human heart,"* if we but show, 

'Mid trial's dreary gloom. 
Ungrudging aid and gratefal glow. 

May wake perennial bloom ! 
Earth's noblest joys, and Heaven's blest meed, 

Spring oft from sorrow's sway; 
Let mutual kindness reign indeed, 

Thy peerless sister May ! 



* " We have all of us one human heart." — lf<m£siflwlJK% 
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THE BOWEB OP INNOCENCE. 

'* In that greine wene Kilmeny lay, 
Her bosom happit with flowris gay, 
But the ayre was soft, and the silenoe deipe. 
And bonnye Eilmeny fell lunde asleep." 

JanMM Hogg, 



Midst May's fresli fields, a litiJe maid 
Sang with the birds, and blithely played ; 
Joy in her song and speaking face, 
In every limb and motion grace ; 
Queen of the flowers and season bright, 
Th' embodiment of Young Delight ; 
So pure, so fair, so fiill of mirth, 
She scarcely looked a thing of earth ! 

Ere long she sought, with careless glee, 
A seat beneath an ancient tree 
In vernal green and sunlight clad ; 
Meet haunt for spirit young and glad : 
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I sauntered on, bat soon my feet 
Tnmed slowly to that pleasant seat, 
Where, lo ! in sleep the maiden smiled. 
Dreaming perchance of gambols wild. 

Eambling in field, or lane, or wood. 
Who hath not known a happy mood, 
When trifles would affect the heart. 
And trains of gentle thought impart ; 
When playful fancy's vivid powe^ 
New charms o'er loveliness would shower ; 
Or high imagination seek 
Away jfrom worldly bonds to break ? 

Thus, late I watched that sportive fay. 

The Hving type of merry May ; 

Thus, now in visions vague I stood, 

Of " Sleeping Beauty," "Babes i'th' Wood,'* 

And fair Kilmeny, free from guile -z 

A robin, from above, the while 

So sweetly trilled, it seemed to know 

The child had made her couch below. 

Such soothing influence reigned around, 
I felt as if on holy ground; 
Qirlhood, and song, and frolic there, 
Beposing 'midst the wild flowers fair ; 
Some friends, who know the little maid. 
And love with me that old tree's shade. 
My stoiy heard — the arbour thence, 
We call — ^The Bower of Innocence. 
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THE LITTLE BOY AND HIS WILDFLOWERS. 

Behold yon careless little boy, 
Collecting flowers with frolic joy ! 
He spies me, and the playful child 
Comes tripping here, with rapture wild ; 
His eveiy feature lit with pleasure, 
He proudly shows his fragUe treasure, 
And gaily shouts " My posy see ! 
" A plaything will you make for me ? 
" Have you forgotten that you said 
" You'd plait a something for my head ?" 

No, merry prattler ! Gladly will 
I try for thee my simple skiU : 
Each flower as fair as sparkling gem, 
We'U weave in mimic diadem : 
Wild hyacinths, forget me nots. 
Sweet cowslips with their golden spots, 
Pale ladysmocks, and may-flowers fine. 
With violets in the toy we'll twine : 
The fairy crown above thy brow. 
Go sport more blithe than ever now. 
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Dear happy child, untouched by care ! 
How earnest is my heart bom prayer 
That thou may'st feel the ills alone. 
By earth's most holy children kuown ; 
That worldly trial, toil, and lure. 
May render thee more nobly pure ! 
When vice and folly tempt thy soul, 
Gx)d give thee grace and self control ! 
Thus may'st thou life's real evils fly. 
And win a wreath that cannot die ! 
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LINES 

On seei/ng a pamimg of a litttle wildjlower which grows 
ahv/ndantly on the Beach at Lytham, 
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Flowers yet fresh with childhood."— CA»^ Harold. 



That pictured flower ! the simple sight 
Hath borne my mind, with instant flight, 

To days when, yet a boy, 
I rambled over Lytham's strand, 
Now holding my dear mother's hand, 

Now sporting 'neath her eye. 

O'er Beach or " Starr-hills" we wonld stroll. 
To view the tide mysterious roll, 

And breathe the ocean air ; 
While oft I culled that flowret's bells. 
Or sought along the sands for shells, 

And pebbles veined and fair. 
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Althongli, in sooth, a careless child, 
A playful urchin, ninning Tnld 

The happy sximmer's day, 
Deep love of sea, and sky, and shore, 
With holy influence, to the core 

Of my young heart found way. 

The roseate sheU, the heaven's soft blue, 
That little "wilding's kindred hue, 

Grod's works, or great, or small ; 
The ceaseless sound and swell of ocean, 
The sea-birds in their rapid motion, 

Were joy-fiaught each and all ! 

A joy that cannot lose its charm 
Long as my bosom shaU be warm ; 

No! "rather let me die!" 
And, when the world's temptations lure, 
May thoughts of childhood's pleasures pure 

Be, like good angels, nigh ! 
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LINES. 
On hearing PemoortJuxm Bells on a heavMful Stmday 

mommg in early swnmer. 



'Tis sweety when some long task is o'er^ 
To yield the heart to mnsic's spelk, 

Or to the poet's witching lore, — 
Sweet thus to listen to yon bells ! 

Borne on a lingering western breeze, 
Their chimes across the Babble flow 

From Penwortham's gray tower, 'midst trees 
Which veil the rural church below. 

Mild sunny days are ever dear, 
HiUs, woods, and fields, the azure sky, 

The gentle winds, the waters clear, 
And many a bird's wild melody ! 
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Of human homes how deep the charm ! 

Lo ! spread before the wandering sight, 
Town, hamlet, cottage, mansion, farm, 

Lorn Hoghton Tower on far-seen height ! 

But on a quiet Sabbath mom, 
At this serene and sacred honr, 

When o'er the stream soft peals are borne, 
These varied scenes have holier power ! 

Eespite of heaven from worldly toils, 
Hail, hallow'd time of rest and prayer ! 

Too short and transient are thy smiles, 
Too closely bound by earthly care ! , 

Adown my cheeks the tear-drops stray. 
My eyes now bent on path and lane, 

Where young and old, in best array, 
Are wending to the lowly fane. 

Yes ! though it is a pure deKght, 

A luxury of joy — to me — 
(A simple and day-dreaming wight). 

In peace to muse, and hear and see ; 

I cannot here thus loitering stand. 

An ai*dent wish unfelt, untold, 
That all thy children, my loved land, 

Were of one only faith and fold ! 
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All ! were it not a Sabbath blest, 

When we to one true creed sbonld bend ! 

Image of heaven's eternal rest, 
That blissfnl Sabbath without end ! 

Whate'er betide 'midst scenes of time, 
Sweet hope and charity have sway 

More soothing than yon pleasant chime, 
And genial as this welcome day ! 

"lis theirs to calm or banish strife, 
With justice blent the sonl to move ; 

Truth's mighty Mend, a holy life. 
Pure, meek as firm, and bright with love ! 
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LINES 

On seeing apamtmg, hy a lady, of two hecmtifid little 

sisters awakmg on a summer morning. 



In pnrpureal splendour bom, 
Breaks the radiant summer mom ; 
Dearer tlian its brightest breaking, 
Gentle children's happy waking ! 
Lambs from opening flowers upspringing, 
Birds their matin carols singing, 
Fawn or colt at early play, 
O'er the heart have not such sway, 
As, from angel-whispered dreams, 
Children woke by morning's beams ! 

Look upon this picture ! Fair 
As the hand which formed it there ! 
Sister girls from light repose 
Waking, while the orient glows ; 
With an earnest glance intent 
On the younger innocent, 
Whom she clasps in close embrace, 
Mark the elder s blooming face ; 
Simple, heavenbom, loving thought, 
In its sweet expression wrought. 
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Full of life the yormger creature, 
Frolic in her every feature ; — 
In her merry mouth and eye, 
Outstretched limbs instinct with joy, 
light-brown ringlets— contrast rare 
To her sister's darker hair 1 
Just awake, she laughs delight ; 
I could deem her living sprite. 
Infant innocence unsoiled. 
Pictured in the graceful child ! 

Waking children ! 'Twere a sight 
Fit for Eden's garden bright ; 
Ne'er did bard's imaginings 
Dream of more unsullied things ! 
But, Eliza, hasty, vain, 
And unworthy is my strain ; 
Yet the fedi.'gs inly breast, 
Gould not wholly be represt ; 
Now I'll try to gaze my fill. 
And in silence bless i^hy skill ! 
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The reader will please to consider the foUowmg Jmes as 
ema/natmg from a character m a little tale ofh/umble life. 



lassie could I win thy love, 

Would'st thou with favour look on me, 
Each day of life my deeds should prove 

Affection pure as fond for thee. 

In summer's heat, or winter's snow, 
'Tis sweet to work for labour's due ; 

'Twere doubly sweet, did I but know 
For thee I might my work pursue. 

At early mom away to toil. 

Till noontide brought its welcome stay ; 
Then dinner, chat, and many a smile. 

Should brightly gild the brief mid-day. 

What bliss to our neat cot to hie 
At eve, thy greeting voice to hear ; 

And joyfdlly would leisure fly, 
With thee the fleeting hours to cheer ! 
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The sneer of wealth, the frigid look, 
If cast on me would harmless fiedl ; 

Our humble home, onr fireside nook, 
As blest as rich and lordly hall ! 

lassie could I win thy love, 

Wonld'st thou with favour look on me. 
Each day of life my deeds should prove 

Affection pure as fond for thee ! 
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BELIEVE NOT I CAN E'ER FORGET ! 
(A Myth of 1836.; 

Believe not I can e'er forget 

The evening we together strayed ! 

It's memory in my sonl is set 
Too deeply with but life to fade. 

O'er Ribble's valley, fSsdr and broad, 
The pale, unclouded moonbeams glisten'd, 

Thy voice more sweet than music flowed, 
And earth and heaven in silence listened ! 

No other sound by me was heard ; 
The placid river, gliding by, 

Not e'en a dreaming zephyr stirred, 

Mt mirror for the tranquil sky. 

Entranced I walked that lovely night ; 

Hill, vale, and stream in beauty shone, — 
Faint image of my still delight, — 

With thee I walked, and thee alone ! 
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A ramble there, from boyhood's hour, 
Was ever fondly loved by me ; 

But now its charms have added power, 
With fairy visions fruught of thee ! 

Ofb, since that night, IVe sought again^ 
At close of day, the peaceful scene, 

Ketraced the path we traversed then. 
And dreaming mused on what had been ! 

0, canst thou ask me to forget 
The evening we together strayed ? 

It's memory in my soul is set 
Too deeply but with life to fade ! 
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LINES 

In illustration of an engraying, in an Album, representing a peasant 

woman and her child (the woman carrying a basket of provisioxis) 

overtaken by a thunderstorm in a solitary moorland scene. 



When o'er the sky dense clonds are spread. 
Black as the pall which veils the dead, 
And, bursting forth with fearful glare, 
The gleaming lightning rends the air, 
The thunder rolling, peal on peal, 
Deep awe the bravest heart must feel ! 

Amidst such storm, on heathy wild, 
Look on a mother and her child ! 
A peasant mother and her boy 
Alone — no sheltering threshold nigh : 
A few slight clouds their shadows threw 
Upon the scene, when forth the two 
Stepped from their humble cottage door ; 
The mother's errand, o'er the moor. 
Her husband's noontide meal to bear 
Of plain, but good and plenteous fare ; 
Blest errand ! for affection blent 
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With every thotiglit as tlms she went : 
On summer days, and when the spot 
Of her dear helpmate's hardy tofl 
Was not too distant from their cot, 
Exulting was her boy's bright smile, — 
He plodded with her — ^hour of glee — 
All met, and happy were the three ! 

So had they hoped to meet to-day. 
But, ere was passed the moorland way, 
The sudden storm in fury came. 
And flashed the levin's vivid flame ; 
Could you the mother's heart have read 
When burst the tempest o'er her head, 
Her husband, child, were written there. 
But of herself no thought, no care ! 
Behold her, with her youngster prest, 
How closely ! to her throbbing breast ; 
Her dark eyes keenly glancing round, 
(Alas ! no covert may be found !) 
Whilst, as the deafening thunders roll, 
She seems to breathe in prayer her soul ! 

O, I could whisper, God hath love 
All that a mother feels above ! 
Be nobly calm, and, moment sweet, 
Parent and child shall quickly meet ! 
To-night your grateful vesper prayer 
Shall rise for Heaven's protecting care ; 
And long your lowly cottage be 
The home of love and piety ! 
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NOTICE OF LADYWELL, FERNTHALGH. 

The ancient well at Fernyhalgh, known as Ladywell, or Our Lady's 
Well, and a bnilding near, now called Ladywell House, are situated 
in a secluded fipoi, about three miles north-east of Preston. The 
building was formerly an ' humble little Catholic Chapel, with a 
priest's dwelling attached, and, after the erection of the present 
diapel, which is at some distance, (and which, by the bye, has a 
quiet shady burial ground, for yarious reasons, worth a visit), was 
for many years partially occupied as cottages. It was subsequently 
converted into a boarding school for young ladies, and is, at present 
used as a private residence. I have a pleasure in reverting to Lady- 
well, and feel, almost irresistibly, impelled to venture on a gossiping 
notice in connection with it. The near approach is by a small stone 
bridge over a brook at the bottom of a hollow, or narrow dell ; and 
it may be mentioned, as remarkable, that there are not fewer than 
five such hollows (inclusive of one which is being partially fiUed up 
at the south extremity of " the moor,") each, of course, with its 
brook, intersecting the country highway from Preston to Ladywell, 
and affording, particularly where diversified by scattered plantations, 
picturesque variely to the landscape. The brooks run in sinuous 
course to the Ribble, several of them forming junctions with each 
other before the river is reached. The higher parts of the road 
command, in addition to these occasional ravines, fine views of 
distant hills to the north and east ; while the extensive champaign 
called the Fylde, extends westward to the sea. But to return to the 
small stone bridge before alluded to ; after crossing it, a delightM 
retired avenue lies to the rights and leads to Haighton House, the 
residence of Captain Anderton. Padng alone, on a summer^s day, 
along the windings of this avenue, greensward of varied breadth, 
tastdtilly chequered with old trees, bordering the gravelled road, 
the murmuring brook, at a little distance and sometimes dose at 
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hand, on one side, and on both sides the irregularly indented steep 
boundaries of the dell, covered with fine woods, now near, now 
receding, a person, wrapt in dreamy mood, which the scene is so well 
calculated to inspire, might almost look for a meet termination to 
his walk in some veritable monastery. The visitor of Ladywell, 
however, must not turn in this inviting direction, but proceed 
straight on the road before nim, which runs at the base of an 
acclivity, and he will soon find himself in a confined dingle, consist* 
ing of the devious, gently ascending lane, barely broad enough for a 
single vehicle, with a belt of grass and a tiny runlet to the right (the 
runlet scarcely seen, but, mayhap, just heard), enclosed by high 
wooded banks, the trees finom which form a complete bowery canopy 
overhead. As the way, still umbrageous, continues to rise from the 
dingle, the visitor arrives at a portion of the Ladywell garden, and, 
turning at the top of the brow, by a small garden gate, into the path 
to the well, has on his left, at the foot of a tall beech, and between 
it and an equally tall ash, the time-worn foundation stone of a cross, 
and, before him, the well, at the bottom of an artificial opening, 
several yards below the higher part of the surrounding surface. The 
descent to the well is by stone steps. At a slight distance above is 
the west gable of the rough-cast whitewashed building which once 
served as a chapel. On a mound, at the south end of (he garden, 
there stands a plain weather-stained stone cross, backed by trees, 
including a jagged and contorted yew. A curious legend, relating to 
the first erection of a chapel at Ladywell, may be found in Whittle's 
History of Preston, and one wonderful circumstance of the legend, 
namely, that a crab-tree, which bore fruit without a core, at sometime 
grew over the spring, is alluded to in the lines to a loiterer at Lady- 
well below. Mr. Whittle's compilation contains, also, details, ex- 
tracted from records made by the priest of the chapel at the period 
to which they relate, (and I cannot but parenthetically observe that 
there, probably, exist records of a similar origin, connected with 
difierent districts, of considerable interest), of some of the later 
active persecutions of Catholics, under the penal laws against them, 
which occurred here; details which, as the narrator remarks, 
" forcibly illustrate the evils of civil discord and religious animosity,'* 
and, as needs not to be added, contribute with the legend, the 
religious memorials, the sacred purposes to which the place was 
long devoted, and the name itself, to give a particular interest to a 
site, the principal natural charm of which is simple calm sequestra- 
tion. 

The promptings of pleasant fJEuniliar recollection have already 
induced a memorandum too minute and lengthy for my present ob- 
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ject) jet I oannot refirain from giying fiirther the following qnotation 
from Wordsworth as a suitable condusioii— 

'* Thy very mime, O Lady I flings 
O'er blooming fields and gashing springs, 
A tender sense of shadowy fear. 
And chastening qrni|)athie8/* 



TO A LOITEBER AT LADTWELL. 

Stranger ! Is there not a spell 
Stays thy steps at Ladywell ? 
Changed the lowly fane of yore, 
Gone the wondrons tree which bore 
Wilding frtiit without a core, 
Bnt the fountain fkileth not, 
Nor unloved the quiet spot. 

Old traditions linger here. 
Time-worn relics too are near ; 
Now and then grave ramblers gaze. 
Pondering scenes of other days, — 
Scenes of fitting peaceM life. 
Scenes with persecution rife ! 

Long beside the well there stood, 
Now torn away, the sacred rood ; 
This stone upheld it — ^yonder yew 
Still shades a cross of time-stained hue, 
Standing on a gentle mound, 
Spreading holy influence round. - 
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Here, where girls mifearmg play, 
Sacrilege erst sought for prey ; 
Scared the flock, the priest with scorn, 
Plundered, to a gaol was borne ; 
But enough — be ours to praise 
God, who gives us happier days ! 

Stranger ! Near the limpid spring. 
Give thy kindliest feelings wing ; 
Drink ! The waters never fail. 
Spare each wild flower fair as frail ; 
Near the precincts softly move, 
Youthfdl spirits do them love ! 

So the draught shall yield the balm, 

Dreams of beauty, pleasing calm ; 

So in grateful memory dweU 

This tranquil spot, this hallow'd well ; 

And may Our Lady's blessing be. 
Musing loiterer, e'er with thee ! 

One summer day, at Ladywell, 

As sun and shadow, mingling, fell. 

And zephyrs, flowers and verdure stirred. 

These rhymes a saunterer might have heard. 
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A FATHER'S MUSINGS 
OVER mS SICK INFANT BOY. 



My youngest bom ! My baby boy, 

How throbbed my heart with trembling joy, 

When first thy form I gently prest, 

In grateM rapture, to my breast ! 

When first I viewed thy forehead fear, 

A fervid kiss bestowing there, 

As, in thy &ame so yonng and frail, 

I bade a soul immortal hail ! 

How lovingly thy mother smiled, 

When near her was replaced her child ! 

Bowed by your bed, on bended knee, 

I breathed a prayer for her and thee. 

Ere long with thee thy sponsors stood 
" Before the world's redeeming rood ;" 
O, can I e'er forget the hour, 
The sacred rite, thy priceless dower, 
When, after question, prayer, and vow, 
Baptismal waters laved thy brow. 
And thou became, in second birth, 
A child of God — a saint on earth ! 
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Then, though a parent's love ne'er clung 
More closely to a babe so young, 
Methought I could, without a sigh, 
Have seen thee sinless seek the sky. 

As awed I heard the solemn strain, 
Which bade thee carry, without stain, 
A garment white, till called to meet 
Thy Maker at the judgment seat. 
Dark thoughts of Satan and his wiles, 
The world, its cares, and cheating smiles, 
Man's nature weak, to ill inclined, 
Unbidden thronged upon my mind, 
Whilst, looking on the prospect drear, 
With strangely mingled hope and fear. 
With fond impassioned tenderness, 
I prayed that God thy course would bless ! 

Sweet infant ! Early doomed to know 
The sufferings of man below ; 
A month of life had not gone by. 
Ere thou did'st sicken — perhaps, to die ; 
How sad thy wan and pining cheek, 
Thin form and limbs, my baby meek ! 
Thy mild, beseechinj?, tearfol eyes, 
Thy toncinng. feeble plaintive cri;s! 
(The cries that haunt thy mother's heart. 
And ofb, imagined, bid her start !) 
All love can yield thee, slight relief, 
Administered with watchM grief ! 
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Five montlis have nigli elapsed, my pet, 

Thou worn and pale and drooping yet ; 

Five anxious months have firmly wound 

Unnumber'd ties our darling round ; 

I dearly love to see thee prest 

To thy fond nurse or mother's breast ; 

To mark, when musing o'er thee bent, * 

In thine thy parents' features blent ; 

To hear thy inarticulate strain, 

Or gladsome laugh when free from pain ; 

Ah me ! What tender bonds were riven, 

Should'st thou be summoned now to heaven ! 



Yet, if thus summoned, happy doom. 

Too pure for earth, in heaven to bloom, 

The love would false and selfish be 

That murmured at the wise decree ; 

Though human feelings forced the tear 

Of parting anguish o'er thy bier. 

Our higher thoughts, my little son, 

Resigned should breathe " God's yn\l be done !" 

Hope cheerfully should point the road 

To join thee in thy blest abode ; 

Around thy tomb, a hallow'd shrine, 

Affection's cherished memories twine ! 

But if — if thine be length o/ days, 
God be thy guide in aU thy ways ! 
Not mine wealth, talent, power, to crave ; 
The boon I ask survives the grave ; 

J)1 
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Amidst the world, its sin and strife, 
Be thine religion's holy life ! 
Gold, greatness, fame, the toys of time, 
Were dearly purchased by a crime ; 
Let wakeM conscience whisper joy 
Unto thy heart of hearts, my boy, 
And blessing, blest, thy course shall be 
On earth, and through eternity ! 

The following is an attempt at an inscription for our dear boy's 

graye-stone. 

Who, in life's course of trial and of tears, 
Hath felt the withering of sin and years, 

And envies not the doom 
Of our dear boy ? In changeless bliss above, 
He prays for pardon for the human love 

That weeps above his tomb. 
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REPLY, 

To the question " Will you forget me when gone ?" ashed 
of a family cvrch, hy one who had heen a valued member 

of it for 1/voo yea/rs. 



Thou dost not, lady, canst not deem 
Thus lightly of our fond esteem ; — 

Forget thee ! When 
Eespect and friendship are a dream, 
And we as false, nor what we seem, 

But not tni then ! 

If we had known thee as the flight 
Of some fair vision brief as bright, 

Such, perhaps, might be ; 
As gentle maid, on festal night, 
Once met, may wake a short delight 

And memory ! 
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But thon our hmnble home and &re 
Two STunmers gone hast deigned to share ; 

To our fireside 
Two winters thon hast drawn thy chair, 
Joined in onr joy, our grief, our care. 

As did betide. 

And who could know thee, Margaret, well. 
Nor feel thy power by many a spell 

Enchain the heart P 
My verse in vain would try to tell 
Th' emotions which our hearts shall swell 

From thee to part. 

Thy soft sweet voice to us how dear ; 
Its every tone, kind and sincere 

Or grave or gay, 
Grateftd as rippling waters clear. 
Or warbler's note to poet's ear. 

In happy May ! 

And when thy fingers' fairy bound 
Wskes other witcheries of sound. 

Prompt as thy will. 
Do we not daily sit around, 
Mute captives of thy art profound. 

And wondrous skill P 

Forget thee ! First must memory die, 
Be broken every tender tie 
Of mingled love 
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For him, onr cherab babe on bigb 
Thy god-child, who hath sought the sky, 
His home above. 

Can we forget thy noble mind, 
Thy spirit firm as jnst and kind P 

No ! Thoughts of thee, 
While round our hearts good thoughts can wind. 
While virtue hath the power to bind, 

Must cherished be ! 

Thou dost not, lady, canst not deem 
Thus lightly of our fond esteem ! 

Forget thee ! When 
B;espect and friendship are a dream. 
And we as false, nor what we seem. 

But not till then ! 
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TO THE SAME LADY, 

On the day of her depa/riure. 



Margaret ! mine and my wife's fond heart 

O'erflowed with grief to-day ; 
Compelled from thee, dear friend, to part. 

Resistless tears fonnd way ; 
Our thoughts conld scarcely utterance force. 

Save in a broken prayer 
That God would bless thy future course. 

And grant thee lot as fair. 
As e'er on earth to those is given 
Who tread the thorny path to heaven ! 



We've parted ! At our humble hearth, 
Thy kindness, converse, song, 

Thy firm endurance, gentle mirth, 
Will be remembered long ; 
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Ah me ! how slight our utmost power, 
Or we had made more bright 

Thj life with xls, and each dull honr 
rUmnined in its flight, 

Around thee throwing pleasure's rays, 

The promise of thine earlier days ! 



Our wish and efforts, in thy breast. 

Will not forgotten be, 
Midst happier scenes, and years more blest, 

Which are reserved for thee ; 
Clouds cannot last — ^to-day is gloom — 

The sun shall smile to-morrow ; 
The purest joys on earth that bloom 

Have oft their birth in sorrow ; 
Bliss yet in store for thee hath Time 
Such as was promised by thy prime ! 



We've parted — ^yet may often meet ; 

Unbarred by time or space, 
Hope asks — ^Wilt thou, with willing feet. 

Oft seek familiar place 
By our fire side, and wilt thou chat, 

As freelj as of erst, 
Now grave, now gay, of this or that, 

Of aU save scandal curst P 
No Mend more welcome to our home, 
Dear Margaret, wilt thou often come ? 
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The past bath left thy impress deep 

In Lizzy's mind and mine ; 
Will memory not kindly keep 

A place for ns in thine ? 
At morning's call to toil and care, 

At grateM close of day, 
For thee we'll daily breathe a prayer, 

And thou for ns wilt pray ; 
Thus each may jgtill aid each, my friend. 
Though distant skies should o'er ns bend ! 
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A GENTLE LITTLE MAIDEN. 

A gentle little maiden, aU merriment and play, 

Last Spiing came o'er to see us — ^making brighter 

even May ; 
Though flowers beloved bestrewed the fields, and 

blossoms hedge and tree. 
Not all the loveliness around, more welcome was than 

she. 

We blithe]^ rambled near the woods, the lambs about 

us strayed, 
As frolicsome as were the lambs, the sportive little 

maid; 
The thrush and cuckoo's notes were heard — ^the larks' 

wild melody. 
But Mary's chat and voice of song had deeper charms 

for me. 

More cheering than the sunbeams upon the rippling 

brooks. 
Her pure heart gleamed from sparkling eyes and 

slyly laughing looks ; 
She now is far away at school — and I'd wage a lawyer's 

fee, 
Mongst the sprightliest young ladies there, no livelier 

sprite can be. 
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She culled that day a posy, as sped the pleasant hours, 
She's gone to form a lasting wreath, in learning's 

happy bowers : 
When back she comes to her loved home— -long missed 

her goileless glee — 
How many a friend her presence glad, shall, warmly 

greeting, see ! 

She went a merry careless girl, we look for her 

returning, 
In virtue grown, with varied grace, accomplishments 

and learning ; 
Untinged by vanity or pride, or anght nnmaidenly, 
Bat with a store of frolic still and arch simplicity. 

Whene'er I welcome once again, in ripening age, dear 

Mary, 
I feel that memoiy mnst recal last Spring's light 

hearted fairy. 
As o'er the fields, fix)m flower to flower, ^she hovered 

like the bee. 
Exulting as the sunny mom and as its zephyrs free. 

One earnest wish before I close my cjmde and hasty 

rhyme ; — 
A blended scene of grief and joy, the happiest lot in 

time, — 
0, bear thee nobly, Mary, in the trials waiting thee. 
Be all thy life a training for a blest eternity ! 
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WEITTEN WHELST SUFFERING FROM 

DEBILITT. 

0, pray for me ! 0, will yon pray 

I ask with earnest fervency ? 
At morning and tHe close of day, 

Say, will yon breathe a prayer for me ? 

Frail as a braised and trembling reed, 
I bend 'neath sickness, toil and strife ! 

Pray then for me ! Alas ! I need 

Your prayers amidst the cares of life ! 

And when my frame rests in the grave, 

My sonl called to eternity, 
0, may my tomb not vainly crave 

Each passer-by to pray for me ! 

God bless the loved ones I mnst leave, 
And grant that we (life's trials o'er) 

Again may meet, no more to grieve. 
But, joined with loved ones gone before, 

Onr sins repented, aad forgiven 

Throngh Christ, admitted all to heaven ! 
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A CHILD'S INVOCATION. 

Written on the fly-leaf of a pions emblem (a picture of a pair of birds 

tending their nestlings, the nest amidst wheat and grapes, and from 

above the eye of Providence) painted by my dear wife, for a youth 

in a lingering illness without prospect of recovexy. 



How fond the bird's untiring active love, 
Whose helpless nestlings on its labours rest ! 

A feeble image of the thoughts which move, 
With tender zeal, a Christian parent's breast. 

Faint emblems both of thy unceasing care. 
Our heavenly Father ! who enthroned on high. 

Dost mark our wants, dost hear each humble prayer. 
And simple childhood callest to the sky. 

Almighty Being ! Here on earth exiled. 
Thy blessings on my parents dear I crave, 

On brothers, sisters, fiiends, and me, thy child, 
O, fix our hopes on bliss beyond the grave ! 
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FAREWELL TO MISS M. K. 

(At the close of a visit to the dear old Matron, now 
deceased, referred to below by her fa/mMa/r household 

appellation of^^Goody,^^) 



Fai^well, dear Maria ! The morning is come 
That compels our adieus on thy leaving for home ; 
Farewell to the frankly confiding, the kind. 
As single of heart a^ quick witted of mind ; 
The spirit of song, and of sweet-natured mirth, 
The delight of the circle round " Goody's " dear 
hearth ! 

How oft shall we think of thy dark lustrous eye, 
Now beaming with goodness, now jokingly sly ; 
Of thy soul-Hghted face, and it's exquisite bloom, 
Of the smiles which would every feature illume ; 
Of thy feminine fondness for birds and for flowers, 
And of all that sped swiftly the past happy hours ! 

Farewell ! and most earnest the prayer of thy friend 
That earth's purest pleasures thy course may attend ; 
In the world's changing scenes high endeavour be 

thine, 
True affection support thee and graces divine ! 
A model as maiden, as mother and wife, 
O, blessing and blest be thy journey through life ! 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF A FBIEND. 

After a long abeenoe abroad, the friend referred to bad returned to 
England, to his mother's fireside ; was engaged to be married and 
intending to settle in his native conntry, when a sadden and brief 
iUness removed him to eternity. On the veiy night before the com- 
menoement of his fatal illness, he was one of the liveliest of a social 
party at his mother's. The lines were for his sister's albmn. 



He came o'er tlie ocean, joy burned in his breast. 
At the thought of Old England, a haven how blest ! 
Delighted he hailed her white cliffs, £rom the foUm 
Bising dim, and his heart even then was at home ; 
And 0, when he reached the one yeamed-for abode. 
Can language express how his kind bosom glowed ? 
Warm, warm was the welcome of sisters and mother, 
As fervid the greeting of each loving brother ; 
They talked of the past, and of pleasures in store, 
They talked too, how fondly, of parting no more ! 

A few happy months from his landing had flown. 
He loved — and pure love in return was his own ; 
No marvel 'twas thus, for in James were combined 
An affectionate heart, and intelligent mind ; 
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His nature's best feelings bloomed fresh as in youth, 
His words fraught with thonght^ilness, knowledge, 

and truth ; 
His tastes were refined, life appeared in its prime, 
Nor betokened the £eite in the darkness of time ; 
What are earth's brightest hopes P . Ofb illusiye as 

dreams, 
ChangeM clouds in the light of the sun's passing 

beams! 

'Twas a few fleeting days fix)m the hour when he died, 
That he sat the last time by his mother's fireside, 
Where a light-hearted circle around him were met ; 
Ala&! which of the circle the scene can forget P 
Can the maiden he loved, or his sisters, or mother ? 
Or the fair stranger there, or his friend, or his brother P 
How little we deemed as sped swiftly that nighty 
In converse, and song, and unclouded delight, 
(Than James none more prompt the gay moments to 

cheer). 
That the morning should rise amidst danger and fear ! 

Then loved ones around him spoke under their breathy 
As they watched in the chamber of sickness, of death ; 
Their eyes followed his as they promptly essayed 
All that sldll and affection could bring to his aid ; 
They soothed, they tried every exertion to save. 
But in vain, a short week and he slept in the grave ; 
His kindred and friends bent in grief o'er his tomb ; 
A maiden was praying in sorrow and gloom ; 
She had tended his sickbed with love's ceaseless care, 
She stiQ seeks to aid the departed by prayer. 
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His trials are past, his brief pilgrimage o'er, 

Bat '(udst dear ones his death, on his own native 

shore : 
Our holy religion its graces supplied, 
And humbly in hope and contrition he died ; 
Looking np from below, to the seats of the blest, 
His Bedeemer his trost for forgiveness and rest : 
We moitm for our loss, but, 0, let it be ours, 
When temptations aUure, and when suffering lours. 
To remember our Father of all-seeing eye. 
Nor forget that our home is not here but on high ! 
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ON THE SAME EVENT. 

As will be perceiyed, these lines were for an album, belonging to 
the ** fair stranger*' referred to in the last piec6. 

When, lady, late upon thy Album's page 

I wrote a hasty rhyme, my mood how light ! 
Mirth's frolic sallies did each mind engage 

More lately still, around a fireside bright 
Where 'mongst us smiled one soon no more to smile ! 

He, too, his verses to thy Album brought ; 
And none than he that evening did beguile 

With wit more sportive or with happier thought. 

We little deemed as fled the night away 

In converse, song, and play, that James should lie 
Death's stricken victim on the coming day, 

That not a week should pass ere he should die ! 
His frame and health earth's promise gave of years. 

His pHghted love, a happy maid, was there ; 
Hope beamed around hinn all undimmed by fears ; 

'Twas but a transient light as brief, alas, as fair ! 

£2i 
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What now can sootlie his weeping mother's woe ? 

The maid he loved what can relieve her gloom ? 
Amidst their anguish is there not a glow 

Of lasting solace brightening o'er his tomb ? 
Contrite andcahn he saw his certain fate, 

Received the aids our holy church bestows, 
And through Christ's merits, infinitely great. 

In humble, earnest trust, his hopes to heaven arose. 

Faith shone in him, more vivid from death's shade ; 

To those who mourn him Faith shall yield relief; 
HiTTi we lament by prayer we still may aid, 

And love sincere shall triumph over grief; 
Weak nature pines beneath God's wise decree, 

But 'tis our Father that doth trial send. 
Chastening our hearts that to eternity 

Our yearnings and our aims may purified ascend. 
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SONNETS 

Suggested hy a visit to Hoghton Tower, 

It may be briefly premised that the eztensiye and stately baronial 
pile, called Hoghton Tower, is situated on a commandhig height, 
wooded on its steep north and east ddes, which rises boldly about 
fonr or five miles E.S.E. of Preston ; that the height, crowned by 
the dark stone pile, the front of which is to the west, and includes a 
massive central square tower, with gateway beneath, flanked on each 
side hy walls and a smaller tower, forms an attractive feature in the 
varied landscape which stretches in that direction from the town ; 
that the edifice was erected in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, by 
"Thomas Hoghton, Armiger," the then head of the ancient fiEunily 
of Hoghton, to which family the township of Hoghton, or '' Hocton," 
has belonged since the reign of Henry II. ; that the said Thomas 
Hoghton and, after him, his descendants for some generations 
resided at Hoghton Tower ; that his son. Sir Gilbert Hoghton, en- 
tertained there, for three days, James I., on his way fh>m Scotland 
to London, in 1617; that it was garrisoned by roysjists in the civil 
wars of Charles L ; and that it is now the property of Sir Henry de 
Hoghton, Bart., the wails and rooHs entire, but the interior generally 
in a delapidated state, unfit for habitation; a portion, however, 
which forms one side of the outer court, being in habitable repair, 
and occupied by a fiirmer. The two irregular sonnets, which 
have occasioned the present note, originated in a visit, many years 
ago, to tliis interesting monument of the past. 



I. 



I muse on days when rose this now lorn tower, 
And, in my mind's eye, dimly I behold 
Th' eventftd years which over England rolled 



70 



Beneath Elizabeth's despotic power ; 

Or fancy sees, in wildly festal hour, 

A royal train, while mnsic and acclaims. 

From madding crowds, give greeting to King James, 

And flatterers in his ear vile sycophancy shower ; 

Soon, contrast not mmatnral, I discern. 
Upon these walls the loyal cavalier. 
With faithful yeomen gallantly appear. 

Holding in check the roundheads sour and stem : 
Change follows change, but man's each thought and 

deed 
Are fraught, in life and death, with lasting loss or 
meed I 
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No longer fancy's waking dreams beguile : 
The lordly building stands in lorn decay. 
Beneath neglect and time's consuming sway, 
A silent, cheerless, but still noble pile, 
An humble portion sheltering lowly toil ; 

Court-yards and chapel with rank weeds o'ergrown. 
Stairs, banquet-rooms, and chambers waste and lone, 
The once gay hearth sad desolation's spoil : 
My thoughts are pensive, but not wholly so ; 
This warlike tower exchanged for mansion fair. 
In peaceful halls resides the Hoghton's heir ; 
If many a grievance Britain's children know. 

Who thinks of civil war, with arms as pure as 

strong. 
Religion, knowledge, moral power, to battle wrong ? 
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ADDEESS 

For the hands of a little iBgure, arrayed in lady-like fiishion, and 
placed at a miniature stall of fancy work, sent to a bazaar in aid of 
a charity school. To promote her object, the little lady offered a 
chance of winning her Mr self by raffle. An apology for the 
insertion of these and the next trifling lines, is that they appear by 
" particQlar request." 



Lovers of sweet childhood ! Stay 
At my little stall I pray ! 
In my store I have to seU 
Many a pretty bagatelle. 

By your own past youthftd years, 
By a parent's hopes and fears, 
Aid I ask for many a child 
Helpless entering life's sad wild ! 

Fearfdl sight-as-^arth can shew — 
Young life trained by vice and woe ! 
From a lot like this to save, 
Can I vainly succour crave ? 
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No I Some trifle buy to-day. 
Or a shilling tribute pay I 
But a shilling — ^petty pelf — 
For a chance of me, myself ! 

Pardon grant for thought so vain ! 
Think each gift shall aid to gain 
Children poor from ways of sin. 
Nor refuse swh prize to win I 
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RHYMES 

In acknowledgment of a conple of ** Chorley Cakes " from two young 
ladies. May I gravely record that Chorley Cakes are made in per- 
jfection in the little town of CSiorley, in Lancadiire, whence their 
name, and that they have a local repnte amongst jnyeniles, not sur- 
passed by that of ** Ecdes Cakes " or '* Ormskirk Gingerbreads." 
Nonsensical as are the rhymes their preservation will aflford pleasure 
to some of my yoxmg friends. 



My best tlianks for your Chorley Cakes, ladies, ore 

due; 
As I eat them, of conrse, I was thinVing of yon ; 
And strange twinges I felt whilst consuming the cakes, 
I prized them so much for the kind givers' sakes ; 
As your gifts they appeared things too precious to eat. 
But alack I when I tasted I found them so sweet, 
That I tasted and tasted, and again did I taste. 
Till astonished I foxmd I had eaten the last ! 

Still I mused on them gone, and, forgive me, I thought 
Some resemblance to you amidst contrast I caught ; 
And laugh as you may, but pray list a short time. 
To my fiEbncies, recounted in doggerell rhyme. 
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Yonr present to me then was racy and rare, 
Yet more seldom I meet with two ladies so feir ; 
The hearts of the cakes were deliciously sweet, 
As in yours varied virtues in unison meet ; 
The outsides were encrusted with sugar most fine, 
Like the delicate frames which yonr virtnes eBshrine ; 
And the whole formed together a mixture uncommon, 
As good in its kind as each donor as woman ; 
Whilst for contrast — ^your treat was made but to be 

eaten, 
You each form a treasure a lifetime to sweeten. 

Ah I happy indeed will be those lucky elves, 

Who get not fleeting types — ^but the real things 

themselves ! 
Have the rogues (do excuse me) yet won the pure 

bliss 
Comprised in a sUent or half-murmured " Yes ! "? 
I need not enquire if kind, clever, and true ; 
None else dare aspire for a moment to you ; 
Be they all you deserve — and I trust I may make 
My acknowledgments soon for a slice of Bridescake I 
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SING FOR MB ONCE MORE THAT STRAIN! 

''And listen, tiUI do beget 
That golden time again." 

Wordnoorth, 



When listening to that plaintive song, 
Old feelings in my bosom throng, 
Old memories rush upon my brain ; 
Sing, sing for me once more that strain I 

'Tis long since first its melody 
Was sung in early youth for me. 
By one I ne'er may meet again ; 
0, sing for me once more that strain I 

Our fav'rite haunt, in playful mood, 
The walks near Penwortham*s loved wood ; 
Close to its humble, sacred fane, 
I first delighted heard that strain. 

Can time restore departed years ? 
My boyhood's Mend as erst appears ; 
We seem to live, a youthftil twain, 
The while I listen to that strain ! 

The vision do not yet destroy. 
Break not the dear delusive joy I 
Past hours recall, a fleeting train. 
Sing, sing for me once more that strain ! 
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PEEFATORY LINES 

To a hlomJc volume, Mended for a Scra/p Booh, 
presented to a friend on her mcurriage. 



Dear Mary I Thon, I know, wilt deign 
To value my poor gift and strain ; 
My parting gift — this little tome — 
Before thon leav'st thy childhood's home,- 
Before thon goest a happy bride, 
And happy husband's love and pride ; 
My parting strain — ^it cannot tell 
The prayers for thee my bosom swell, 
Nor dare I try, although in verse, 
Thy modest virtues to rehearse. 



Ah me I Where is the joy below 
Undimm'd e'en in its brightest glow P 
The bride her mother's house must leave, 
A sister fond her absence grieve, 
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Tears mingle with the farewell kiss. 
Thy presence friends and kindred miss ; 
Yet for no distant scene yon part, 
And he who wins thy hand and heart, 
Shall cherish thee beyond his life, ' 
Thy shield amidst the world's rude strife. 



The bliss and solace of thy mate, 

Too wise to covet high estate, 

Health, years, and comfort on yon wait ! 

Each prizing each the world above, 

Be yours the calm fireside of love. 

With, now and then, a priceless treasure, 

(Let truth prophetic prompt my measure), 

A matchless baby — girl or boy — 

Of holy wedlock crgwning joy, 

Until, your merry hearth aroimd, 

A dozen youngsters shall be foimd ! 



May grandmamma, proud of the name, 
Oft visit you — an honoured dame. 
Aunt Ellen, too, be sometimes there. 
Perchance an old friend find a chair, — 
One who hath many a time admired 
Thy skilfrd fingers, never tired, 
Thy ever active cheerfdl toil. 
Thy quick bright eye, thy open smile. 
Thy lively voice which ne'er was heard, 
To speak censorious, idle word I 
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Forgive my utterance, weak as true ; 
With less I could not say adieu ! 
Within these pages may be laid 
Tributes shall throw my rhymes in shade ; 
But tributary none shall be, 
Ca^ldndrwish and p«.y for thee 
And thine, than, Mary, doth the Mend 
By whom these simple lines are penned ; 
Be earth's best blessings to you given, 
And may all meet at last in heaven ! 
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AN AUTUMN NIGHT. 

Tlie fhll-orbed harvest moon is beaming, 
And, far and wide, meet beauty gleaming ; 
A few thin clouds are slowly sailing, 
But yon soft light, o'er gloom prevailing, 
Illiimes them with its own pure glow ; 
Kind hearts spread cheer and kindness so, 
Or gently thns soothe human woe. 

Toil free I hail the peacefdl scene ; 
The river, com fields, pastures green, 
Woods, steeple, hall, and hamlet, lie 
Serene and lovely as the sky ; 
Lorn Hoghton Tower, on dusky height, 
A doubtful shadow, greets the sight. 
Ghost of the Past beneath the night I 

The solemn stillness how profound, — 
More deeply felt from distant sound 
Of Babble rippling o'er its bed, 
Or from the fall of my lone tread ; 
And hark ! the village clocls;'s deep chime, 
The warning voice of sleepless Time, 
With lessons fraught stem as sublime. 
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As from the tomb-girt, old churcli tower 
That voice proclaims the vanished hour, 
My prayer ascends, £rom passing earth, 
To Him who gave Creation birth ; 
" Teach us, great God, the love of Thee, 
In time and in eternity,'* 
And glorious then our destiny. 



Note.— In reference to the oonplet within inserted oommas, it 
may be mentioned that Catholics are very generally tanght from 
childhood to repeat the aspiration, " O God ! teach me to love Thee 
in time and eternity," On hearing the dock strike, making, at the 
same time, an humble offering of their ordinary actions to God, and 
peticioning for grace to perform them with a pure intentioA of doing 
His holy will. 
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AN AUTUMN NIGHT. 

The cold Autniim day and its labonrs are past, 

And I may away to my cottage at last ; 

Though rough winds are rising and clouded the sky, 

I heed not their threat'nings, as onward I hie 

To my snug, rural home, where, our boy by her knee. 

My dear loving wife looks each moment for me. 

The rain in hoarse torrents now heavily falls, 
The wild winds arq roaring in boisterous squalls, 
But our bright crackling fire leaps with welcome and 

cheer, 
And warm, neat, and cosy is everything near ; 
As precious to me, as their halls to great lords. 
The shelter, though humble, a cottage affords. 

The kettle is singing, the tea table ready. 

Around me is clinging our wee, laughing Teddy, 

Bight gladly the bairn on my knee do I set. 

With his mother now chatting and now with our pet ; 

Our grateful meal over, ere long, on the breast 

Of my hearth's happy queen, lies the youngster at rest. 
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A neighbour drops in and the news is talked o'er, 
Books yield us delight blent with wisdom and lore, 
My wife plies her needle, and swiftly away 
The night glides in converse, in reading, and play ; 
After day's trying toil truly blest is the leisnre. 
That ta hope for, to spend, to remember, is pleasure ! 

Too soon the clock warns that 'tis time for repose ; 
Pious reading and prayer the day's duties close ; 
With thoughts fixed on high we sink calmly to rest. 
An earnest wish breathing that all were as blest ; 
happy, thrice happy, I feel is my lot. 
Contented and lowly — ^the king of a cot ! 
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WELCOME TO WINTER. 

The short-lived day, the frequent mists and rain, 
Loud fitM winds oft urging their career, 

The fallen leaves, the cornfields stripped of grain. 
Proclaim the iron sway of hoary winter near. 

To early walks — ^reluctant my farewell ; 

Farewell to strolls at evening's happy hour ; 
Antomn's last traces linger in the dell, 

As winter darkly comes in dreary pomp and power. 

All hail old Winter ! Glond and storm I love. 
The beating rain, the fiercely howling gale, 

The flowerless field, and the dismantled grove. 

The brown and swollen river rolling through the 
vale! 

These yield the spirit a sublime delight ; 

Amidst the warring tempest's awM rage. 
Who feels not fearful thrill at His dread might, 

Who guides the furious winds and can alone 
assuage! 



And loveliness and peace doth winter know, 
Divinely scattered every where I ween ; 

Hills, plain, and trees, enrobed in spotless snow, 
The rudest peasant charm, though desolate the 
scene. 

In the bri^f sunshine, all things glistening clear, 
How sweet a rural jaunt, in humour merry. 

Where the green hoUy shines throughout the year. 
And sparkle scarlet hips and many a hardy 
berry ! 

« 

What life it is to breathe the bracing air, 
To view the frost-gemm'd landscape in the sun. 

The active skater's flight and feats to share. 
The youthful sliders watch their tumbles and their 
fan! 

How gorgeous oft the orb of day departs, 
Its globe of fire, midst clouds, empurpled, glowing ; 

The sight hath power o'er young and aged hearts,^ — 
The veiybabe, beholds, in fond arms blithely 
crowing! 

'Tis sweet upon a clear, calm, frosty night. 
To muse on myriad stars that gleam on high ; 

And, in the moon's pale spiritual light, 

beautiful alike the earth and boundless sky ! 

Thou, Winter, too art King of social joys. 
Of song, and dance, and chat, and fireside sport ; 
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Wlio is there doth not home enjoyments prize ? 
Who ne'er hath deemed long nights too fleeting far 
and short P 

Friend of domestic bliss in every varied gnise ; 

Of lore and pnre delight in good books fonnd, 
Awaking noble thoughts and sympathies. 

By earnest^ wise, untiring action, fitly crowned ! 

Thee Winter then once more I welcome greet ; 

Away regret that summer hours are past ; 
Each season in its turn brings pleasures meet ; 

Hail Winter once again! Gome on the roaring blast! 
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THE YOUTHFUL SISTERS. 

Youthful sisters ! Bedr as pure ! 
(Gould such qualities endure !) 
Gheek to cheek together prest, 
Loving children you are blest ! 

Sick of turmoils which engage 
Anxious hours of riper age, 
Spectacle like this imparts 
Solace to my heart of hearts, 

Children ! As through life you move, 
Keep inviolate your love ! 
Midst the world, its change and care, 
Be a fount of comfort there ! 
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LINES 

In illnstiatioii of an engraving, representing, amidst a storm on snow- 
covered mountains, a noble dog within sight of a hospice, bearing . 
on his back a boy whom he has rescued. 

From lonely cottage on the Alpine heights^ 

A goatherd's child in careless pastime strolled, 
Pursning fearlessly his wild delights, 

Clambering amongst the rocks with footsteps bold ; 
At times, entranced, he wistfally would listen 

To unseen mountain bird's resounding cry, 
Anon, would gaze where waters cahnly glisten. 

Or where they rush £rom precipices high. 

And now he leaps o'er chasms, with agile bounds. 

From which would shrink his lowland-bom 
compeer ; 
Now shouts his loudest, to awake the sounds 

Kesponsive echo yieldeth far and near : 
Toung mountaineer ! right sturdy thou and bold ! 

The hills alone can boast, of aU the earth, 
A race of children of thy hardy mould. 

Nurselings of Danger irom their veiy birth ! 
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With eager heart the lad enjoys his play, 

Till dnll gray clouds come gathering o*er the sky '^ 
Then, startled, homeward he directs his way ; 

He knows those donds forbode a snow-storm nigh ; 
Too soon it comes as on he wends in haste ; 

Yet long his straggles, slight as their availy 
Ere, feebly sinking on the trackless waste, 

His strength exhausted, hope and effort Mi, 

Men, on these hills, are rough, perchance, and rude. 

But love of offspring here how strong and deep I 
The anxious parents, midst that solitude, 

Distracted search, and call from steep to steep ; 
They search in vain, till by the tempest driven 

Back to their cot, with agonizing souls 
They lift their hands and quivering lips to Heaven, 

Invoking Him who fiercest storm controls. 

Their prayer is heard : to hospice on the height, 

One of its feimous dogs, of instinct high. 
Bears on its back the youngster, priceless freight ! 

The holy monks receive and nurse the boy ; 
Then seek his home, as quickly as they may. 

Changing to bliss a scene of fearful woe ; 
And by that lowly hearth, and far away. 

The tale shall ofb be told with sympathetic glow. 
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A THOUSAND YOUTHFUL FACES. 

On fhe evening of Christmas Day, 1839, upwards of 1600 girls 
were entertained at the Si. rgnatins* Schools, Fftston, then 
recently erected, and intended to be oondocted by Religions Sisten 
whose arrival was expected within a short period. The Schools were 
tasteftilly decorated, and the children were treated with a plentiM 
regale of tea and buns, followed, during the oonrse of the night, by a 
distribation of cakes and oranges ; whilst a band of music, varied at 
intervals by suitable songs volunteered by musical friends, also con- 
tributed to give animation and delight to the youthftil assemblage. 
The writer was an interested visitor, and made an attempt to express 
some, at least, of his thoughts and feelings on the occasion, in a hasty 
eflfhsion in rhyme whidi was printed in the PrttiUm Chrw^UU of the 
ensoing Saturday. The poetical reader need not be informed that 
the 2nd line of the 3rd verse is from "The Ancient Mariner." 



A thousand youthful faces with simple pleasure gleam. 
Glows every cheek, smiles every lip, eyes brighter 

could not beam ; 
A thousand' pure and buoyant hearts are flutt*ring 

with delight, 
And who can gaze, nor play the child a little while to 

night ? 
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With vivid force my boyhood's joys uncalled on 

memory break, 
Blent with the thoughts of Mends who played like 

children for my sake ; 
And with the blithest of the blithe I'll now try to be 

Kay, 
And with the youngest of the young join in a shrill 
hnzza! 

God bless you happy children I As I tried your shouts 

to share, 
*' A spring of love gushed £rom my heart, and I blest 

you unaware !" 
I bless you, o'er and o'er again, and unbidden flow my 

tears, 
For I cannot see your happiness nor think of coming 

years. 

You are all glad, but some are gentle, sensitive, and 

coy. 
Some careless play their daring pranks, boldly as 

boldest boy ; 
Some fitted seem for lengthy life, firom strength and 

healthy bloom. 
Whilst, here and there, thin frame and face forebode 

an early tomb! 

How many a one is doomed to strive with poverty'is 

sad cares. 
And, sadder far, how many Sin shall lure within its 

snares! 
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How many a now nnsnllied soul shall tnm to scenes 

of youth, 
In ^tore years, and, angaished^ mourn lost purity and 

and truth! 

Far dearer to my swelling heart than proudest palace 

halls, 
These spacious schools, where, eveiy day, within the 

hallow'd walls, 
A noble Sisterhood, inspired by charity sublime, 
Shall train the child of toil for Heaven, the goal of 

well-spent time. 

These Sisters, like our Priesthood, with a firm, 

enlightened zeal, 
Devote their generous minds entire to Qod and human 

weal; 
Where is the breast beneficent that bums with loftier 

aimp 
What poor pursuits, compared with theirs, the 

worldling's breast inflame P 

Would that the Sisters looked upon this scene of 

girlhood's mirth. 
Dear children they would yearn to you with thoughts 

xmbound by earth ! 
Their aim to do God's holy will, by efforts pure and 

high. 
Themselves to live, and you to train, each to be fit to 

die! 
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HEVEBIE, 

At cm Animal Bally held m the typper OcdhoUc 
School Boonhf Fox-^t^eet, for (he benefit of the Poor 

Schools, 

Thougli Law and Muse, mayhap, might lour. 

In season bright^ 'twas sweet to trill 
Of smmy slcy, and moonlit honr, 

Of wood and river, vale and hill ; 
But what can now a rhyme inspire, 

When o'er the world December reigns P 
Behold a winter's scene, to fire 

A poet's heart with happy strains ! 

E*en my cold fancy warms with cheer ; 

Lo ! many a garland, green and gay, 
In which enwoven flowers appear. 

At distance, rivalling merry May ! 
Slight fingers did those garlands braid, 

And fairy-like enchantiqent wrought ; 
Gonld taste, or children plead for aid. 

Nor woman's help be promptly brought P 
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Sweet Ghariiy, and Joy, to-niglit, 

Hold here their Oourt ; their nymphs, I trow, 
These sylph-like forms, whose aspects bright 

Set hearts of tender swains aglow, 
And sway them as with magic wand ; 

The while to fitting mnsic's sound. 
Both nymphs and swains, a varied band. 

In graceful dances move around. 

DelightM 'tis the step to watch 

Of nmiden, and her witching glance, 
DelightM, too, it is to catch 

Her silver tones when rests the dance ! 
The laughing hours, unnoticed, fly. 

When lively youth and beauty meet ; 
Old Time as lightly gliding by. 

As playM girl on twinkling feet ! 

Do I mistake P Or, here and there, 

Doth not sly Cupid play his wiles ? 
Yon whispering wight and blushing fair. 

Seem somewhat tangled in his toils ; 
But pray don't piy, be hushed each tale. 

An earnest wish just said of mine ; — 
May only love and truth prevalL 

Then, Cupid ! Victories be thine ! 

The little-great, of modem years, 

To " equals" company confine, 
Pshaw on the "digniiy" that fears 

In gaiety like this to join ! 
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Yet there are still, of feelings right, 
Those wont to move in higher sphere, 

Who're quite at home 'mongst ns to night, 
And give and find enjoyment here. 

Enongh — ^too mnch — of rhyming vain ! 

I too would mingle in the throng, 
Some kindly partner try to gain ; 

Who'll have the dolt hath moped so long P 
Thanks gentle friend ! Away we go. 

Anxious to please and happy all, 
We'll " trip on Hght fantastic toe," 

While flits too fast the joyous Ball ! 
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LINES, 

On the re-openmg of the School, at LadyweU, after 
the Gh/ristmas Vacation, 1843. 

Dearest children ! Many a greeting 

Waits on yon at Ladywell ! 
Blessings be npon yonr meeting, 

Happy days may it foretell ! 

Christmas holidays are past, 

Countless pleaanres fled away ; 
Have they, loved ones, flown too &st P 

Comes too soon this opening day P 

*^ No !" is read in sparkling eyes, 

Smiling lips confirm the tale ; 
" Welcome School !" each pnpil cries, 

'^ Teachers, school-mates, studies hail!" 

Yet there blends the starting tear, 
Erom your homes' firesides to part ; 

Parents, sisters, brothers dear. 
Who could leave with untouched heart P 
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Soon, sucli natural feeling o'er, 

Of the coming time you speak ; 
Emulous of virtuous lore, 

Hope enkindleth eveiy cheek. 

By His grace who loveth childhood. 
Be your hopes with Mness crowned, 

And, when June gleams o'er the wildwood, 
May no blither hearts be found ! 

Then, when summoned, happy girls, 
Back to cherished homes of youth. 

Bear you there, more prized than pearls. 
Pious habits, wisdom, truth ! — 

Eemember habits' power o'er mind, 

Ofb enthralling firmest will ! 
be yours industrious, kind. 

Prompt each duty to fdifil ! 

Seek perfection in your sphere, 

Seek it earnestly and ever ; 
Conscience thus on earth shall cheer, 

Heaven shall crown your high endeavour I 
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A CONTRAST. 



" Kind heart* can make Deoember blithe u Ha^." 

BortUy Coleridge. 



In Spring-tide, oft, from Avenham's brow, 
IVe gazed upon the scene below 

Beneath the sunset sky, 
When all aronnd was rich and fair, 
MHd fragrance in the soft warm air, 

And happy melody. 

But why recall such evenings past ? 
Hark ! wildly roars December's blast. 

The night is dark and drear ; 
Do I regret loved Avenham's scene ? 
Believe me, no ! for now, I ween, 
I look on one as dear ! 

G 
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In beaaty, ronnd the cheerfbl blaze. 
No sight more &ir on &irest days. 

These smiling faces throng ; 
Nor e'er so sweet was warbler's lay, 
In field or grove, in meny May, 

As, lady, is thy song ! 
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ADDBESS 

to a friend, an architect^ who, after reading some of the writer's 
flcribblingSy sketched a carioatore which need not be described, save 
80 fiur as in the allusion to it in the following lines, with the additional 
remaik that above the sketch was the word " Wondeifiil," in letters 
ingenionsly formed so as to represent harlequins in grotesque 
postures. The Judge alluded to below is, of course, the lamented 
Talfourd 



Not SO "wonderfdl," Hughes, as that thou shonld'st 

sketch pranks, 
In a &nciful freak, of these lithe mountebanks, 
Sporting thus with thy skill, and with powers versatile. 
Can design classic building, or vast gothic pile, 
To have found an attorney hath sought, at odd times, 
A genial amusemeni>-in playing at rhymes ! 

Perhaps time was when Attorneys, of gab-giffced 

tongue, 
By a fee led astray, might confound right and wrongs 
Draw, belike, wordy deeds, protract law-suits at will, 
Their abhorrence all change that could shorten a bill ; 
Men with consciences one only scruple could teaze, 
To wit, aught unprofessional, such as small fees. 
And oft, jeeringly, sQid to seek Heaven by degrees ; 
Then thy sketch had applied — ^with that clerk, on 

his snout 
His thumb fixed, exclaiming ^' Does Ma know you're 

out ?" 
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Foul vermin are bred amidst filth vile and rotten, 
The filth swept away — ^be the muckworms forgotten ! 
Law improved ; — ^it's professors, with ready discerning, 
Now insist upon morals, and manners, and learning, 
On clear heads, and clean hearts, that no tricks can 

endure, 
Yea that e'en at elections its members keep pure ; 
Upon pleadings and deeds, plain and brief in each 

part. 
In a style ofb displaying Addisonian art ! 
And, say, can they not boast, that, in these modem 

days, 
A Judge gracing the Bench hath won Poesy's bays, 
While philanthropists echo his memory with praise ? 
Then away with thy sketch — an Attorney may draw 
Thoughts and aims from the Muse, nor repute lose 

in law; 
And my picture, too, maugre aU hawing and humming, 
Shews the truth like a glass of what is — or what's 

coming ! 
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ASPIRATION. 

On lying dovm to rest after a day of anxious exertion. 



When day, its toil and care, are o*er. 
How sweet, with conscience free from guile, 

To yield to slnmber's welcome power. 
And sink in sound repose awhile ! 

As sweet at early mom to rise, 
With vigorous frame, and spirit light. 

Fresh as the waking earth and skies. 
At dawning, after summer night ! 

O that my life's brief trials past, 

I thus may cahnly sink to rest, 
My glorious lot, through Christ, at last. 

Eternal day amongst the blest ! 
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TO HEALTH. 



(The dictate of extreme emotion ariioiig fttmi a mibb of long: 

oontimied fllnns.) 



priceless Health ! Wonld thon as once Wert mine ! 
Languid, for thee, with ardent wish, I pine : 

1 pray for strength corporeal, for mj mind 
Doth prompt me to exertion — ^but I find 

My efforts vain : my head oppressed and weak, 
How often on my desk I, powerless, lay my cheek ! 

I woo thee Health ! Nor e'er did lover sue 
With heart more earnest ; what wonld I not do 
To win thy smile ? What sacrifice too hard ? 
And might my suit prevail — ^thee I would guard. 
With ever wakeful care, thou longed-for treasure 

Health, 

to an upright spirit, life's most precious wealth ! 



^Knrt 
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It is not that I saSer grievous pain, 
Bnt languor, that makes anxious effort vain ; 
I think of labours which attention ask 
I yearn to give, bat ah ! to meet the task 
Am all nneqnal — ^'tis the piercing thought 
Of this — ^that is with keenest anguish fraught I 
Then come blest Health ! Vouchsafe to me thine ai4, 
That nought which claims my care may longer b^ 
delayed ! 



# 
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LINES TO MY BBLOVED WIFE. 

By way of pfe&oe to a small oolleetion of ILS. oocaskmal 
presented to ber shortly before the birth of ovr first child. 

These rhymes — ^the finit of many an idle mood, 

Impnlsiye promptings, scarcely bom of thought, 
However poor, and uninspired, and rade, 

For thee, Eliza, are with interest fraught ; 
Too often thou hast pleasantly besought 

That I, in some small book, my scattered lays. 
Would bring together, as they now are brought ; 

Too oft hast whispered, in soft flattering phrase, 
That thou would'st prize such book xvajp thy latest 



days. 
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Unboasting favours from the heavenly Muse, 

(Did Muse e'er favour Law's starch devotee ?) 
Yet cannot I thy gentle suit refrise ; — 

Thy partial praise, a more than ample fee : 
This humble page some record too may be 

Of my affection ere I called thee wife, 
And, strong as then was my regard for thee, 

That it hath stronger grown in wedded life. 
Enhancing all my joys, and calming care and strife. 
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A few glad montlis Pd proudly caUed thee bride, 

When sickness seized and held me long its spoil : 
Thon soothed my pains, nnwearied at my side, 

My heart upheld by many a tender wile, 
From prostrate suffering winning hope's blest smile ; 

And daQy still thy aim is to forestall 
My every wish, my every care beguile, 

By homebred pleasures, which can never pall, 
But make a cot more dear than else where splendid 
halL 

And can it be that thou, erelong, shalt press 

Our mutual image to thine happy breast ? 
May God thy coming time of travaQ bless — 

Our trust in him, be hushed each doubt to rest ! 
Mother and child, how shall you be carest, 

Witti transport pure, when, vanished shadowy fear, 
I greet you both, delight for earth too blest ! 

Bright thoughts like these the anxious spirit cheer, 
With visions fraught of things for earth almost too 
dear. 

How sweet to kiss our firstborn by thy side. 

To clasp the babe within my fond embrace, 
Or, with a loving sire's and husband's pride. 

Musing, our mingled lineaments to trace, 
Then, on thy cheek, my Hps a moment place ; 

To mark thee gaining strength each joyM day. 
To see delight and health illume thy fa.ce, 

While fixture scenes I sangninely pourtray. 
And tell how our fair child shall prattle, run, and play ! 
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Such soon sbaQ be, and, perhaps, in afberfcimes, 

Offspring of onrs may keep, like thee, as treasure. 
With tearfol love, papa's collected rhymes. 

And, when onr lives are past, in hours of leisujre, 
Peruse these pages with a pensive pleasure, 

(To &.ults indulgent, as in sooth there's need ;) 
With such a hope I close my artless measure ; 

If wife and children, pleased, my book shall read, 
And one or two kind friends, o'erflowing were my 
meed! 

1841. 
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